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sentenced to death as a traitor by his own ruler, Sultan
Mehmed Vahideddin, the Kemal who had been forced to
send his answers to my questions through a secret, round-
about channel, in order that his voice might reach the
Western world and proclaim his programme.

And so, as an emphatic gesture of friendship, he repeated
what he had once been constrained to do; he sent his answers
to me by courier, a colonel of the Turkish general staff.

The contents of Kemal's statements on his peace pro-
gramme were identical point for point with what he had
said at the time of his country's greatest humiliation; but
how completely had the outward conditions changed! One
and a half years before his claims had been merely an act
of defiance. Now they had developed into a programme,
which the leader of a nation only a few millions strong and
bleeding from countless wounds was able to dictate to the
spokesmen of six hundred million people.

After four years I visited the Crown Prince Abdul Medjid
once again in his fairy-like private palace on the Asiatic
shore of the Bosporus. He gave me an interview for the
Press, and when I told him that I intended to write a serial
about Turkey, he took a piece of his notepaper, headed with
the Imperial turban, and wrote a preface to the serial.
A month later, this preface acquired an unexpected
importance, for the Turkish National Assembly elected the
Prince to be Caliph of the Faithful, spiritual head of the four
hundred million Moslems in the world*
My travelling-companions for part of the return journey
from Constantinople to Vienna were two very pleasant and
courteous young British officers, a second-lieutenant who
spoke excellent Turkish and who was, I believe, a member
of the British Intelligence Service, and a lieutenant* The
Greek troops were just evacuating Eastern Thrace, in accord-
ance with the terms of the armistice. Looking out^of the